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to my vomit. ... I don't really like people who use my
own favourite quotations appropriately. I think that, when
someone uses before me my one ewe lamb from Law's
sermon on Contentment, which says that in all circumstances
one should be content and ends: "So that if a man throw a
stone at a dog and hit his unjust mother-in-law, he shall
say: CO Lord, it is not all that I had desired but, O Lord,
it is enough' ", I shall go out of business.
. . . My surroundings are incredibly mouldy; the radiator
in the studio does not function at all; that in the living-room
broils you. The refrigerator in the night makes sounds like
the Yeth hounds passing overhead on Exmoor; the bath
water appears to come through the refrigerator; I am warned
that I had better not use the gas-stove for fear of explosions.
. . . The Hungarian landlord assures me that it will all
be put right: "Yes, Mr. Ford; No, Mr. Ford." I know it
will not. It will never all be put right. . . . But the buzzer
shall sound from the front door; the patient New Yorker
shall issue from the studio and say vindictively: "I told
you what would happen if you came to this burg!" . . . But,
O Lord, It is enough. I was born in rooms like these and
if there were a kitchen table I should invert it and between
its legs sail to ... Oh, say Schenectady.
§
. . . The buzzer sounds shiningly. The Brooklyn matron
wanders in exhaling radiance. . . . Isn't it all splendid
after six years of the Boulevard St. Michael and the rue
Guynemer? To be an ex-expatriate! Splendid plumbing;
splendid shining packages; splendid Department Stores.
Glorious! Splendid! Splendid extravagantly! Extravagantly
splendid! Perish the Boul* Mich; d bos the Medici Fountain.
What Left Bank could be more glorious than is Brooklyn
with its view of Lower New York by night? Downtown!
Lit up. ... Shoals of lamplighters assaulting heaven.
. . . Our late Fuehrer, a tower of radiance, his hands in
his tweed pants pockets, balances himself on his heels and,
Apollo-like, emanates over my dimnesses a superhuman
radiance. He smiles, enigmatically silent. Then the great

